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PLEA 


How can I sing of love 

Who have so little known 

His touch upon my heart; who have 
Not lived for love alone? 


How can I tell of love 

Who never kept a tryst 

With tenderness; can any lips 
Sing love, that go unkissed ? 


Oh, give me but a tender glance 
And quick caresses fling, 

That I may know a part of love 
And may a little sing. 


- Page One 


ONE WHO NEVER TOLD HER NAME 


You are fluted laughter 
On a high hill, 

And you are the silence 
Of music grown still. 


The lightly winging cloud 
And soaring sun,— 

You are the chiming bell 
When day is done. 


If you were none of these, 
Silence or song, 

How should I worship you 
Day and night long? 
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ADORATION 


My songs that were so proud 
Are humble now; 

No more they skim the cloud 
That is your brow. 


No more circle your head 
With pinions fleet, 

My little songs that kneel 
Here at your feet. 


My songs that held content 
All things above 

Now silent move, apart 
And sigh for love! 


— Page Three 


ABSENCE 


Ah, only that she think of me 

When early shadows fall, 
Remembering certain words | spoke, 
Never all; 


And that she keep alive the old, 
Sweet promise of the May, 
Challenge a star, breathe a wish 
And.look away,— 


Ah, that she think and not forget 
To leave her door 

Ajar, when dreams go wandering,— 
I ask no more. 
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REWARD 


Because I loved her so, I gave 
My heart to keep her own heart brave, 


A thing to cherish at her breast; 
And for unease I brought her rest. 


Because I loved her so, I caught 
At stars new-born.—I vainly sought 


A perfect pearl beside the sea 
To match her beauty.— Hopefully 


I plucked a rose divinely sweet 
And laid it softly at her feet. 


Because I loved her so, she smiled 
And tossed my tribute to a child. 
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WARNING 


Oh, do not think to live within my love 
As some abide content in dwellings warm 
And safe. Oh, do not seek within my love 
A shelter from the storm. 


It is too frail and tenuous a thing 

Ever to keep a wind away for long; 
Then do not think to hide within my love 
That is as swift as song, 


As sudden as despair. But be content 

To tarry for a day, and when delight 

[s colder grown, to gird at dusk and fare 
Into the kinder night. 
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TWO DAYS 


“Love, are you all 

I dream you to be?”— 
Love’s eyes are smiling 
Looking at me. 


Love’s eyes are pools 
Fathomless, grey; 
Star-jewelled, misted, 
Looking my way. 


‘Love, are you all 

I dream of, and more?”— 
Love’s hands are spent waves 
Beating the shore; 


Love’s eyes are fathomless, 
Dark as the sea, 

Silent and sorrowful, 
Looking at me. 


Page Seven 


FAREWELL 


Beauty burns a little hour 
With a steadfast light, 


Here a beam and there a beam... 


Then the night. 


Beauty burns a little while. 
When the flame is low 
Look into my eyes and smile 
Ere you go. 


Look into my heart and say, 
“Love must know no fear.” — 
Do not pity, . . nor forget, 
Dear, my dear! 
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meri DER 


I have written a letter to send to my love 

in the East, 
A letter of love to her who is far in the East, 
To my wonderful One. 


I have fashioned a letter with care, 
wording it well; 

Choosing my. words as a lover will choose who 
writes 

From love, for love; knowing that love 
will be reader. 

High words I chose, and words with a 
beautiful ring 

To send to my love in the East; 

Words that will leap from the page 
in the eyes of her, 

Of my wonderful One. 


I have finished a letter, gathering words 
like these, 

(Gathering words like flowers, 
abloom in a garden,) 

“Honor. . and worship. . dreams that live 
beyond death, 

Love that gropes for love, . . in your 
half-lowered eyes.” 
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These I have gathered, and many fairer 
than these, 

Words that I culled, loveliest flowers of 
thought, 

These I have sent, with a prayer, 
to my love in the East, 

To her who is far, who awaits,— 

To my wonderful One. 


She will read them alone, my words, 
when the sun is not high; 

She will read them alone, in silence as they 
were written,— 

Reading, playing with words, 
with passionate phrases, 

Caught in a rush of words, prisoned in 
tenderness. 

She will read, my love, and think of the miles 
that divide us, 

Words have conquered the miles,— 
oh, wonder of pages!— 

Words have fashioned a miracle,— 

Words, and our love. 


I have written today of love to her in the East; 

How she will smile, knowing a letter is coming. 

My love will sing, and suddenly miles are as 
nothing. 


Page Ten 


Love in the West, warm, strong love in the East 
Suddenly one in the mystic wonder of words, 
One in the magic of words heard 

and remembered. 


Defeat is a dream, and parting a dream, 

a nightmare,— 
For this is conquest; this, subduing of space. 
There is no time, nor space, but infinite wonder, 
The wonder of love caught and held in a letter, 
In a letter of love to her who is far in the East, 
To her who is far, who awaits,— 
To my wonderful One. 


Page Eleven 


SONNETS 
I 


If I should say, I love you more than living 
And more than that which makes our life elate, 
Or should I add, I love you more than giving 
Or being given; more than any state 

Or circumstanse of being; if I say 

(As one will speak his mind when sorely prest, ) 
I love you more than night and more than day, 
More than the heart that beats within this breast, 
Why, then I am but poorly echoing 

A thousand loves that now insensate lie; 

For every tender accent I may sing 

Hath been more nobly sung in days long by. 
Still, if I say, “I love you” and no more, 

It is enough. What are we waiting for? 
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{I 


There is no-beauty but when you are by, 
No loveliness save when you hover near; 
For you ese the poignant bird note at my ear 
And every wistful color of the sky. 
And if there be enchantment in a star 
Or music in the carolling of night, 
It is some echoing of old delight 
When thought was young and you were 
not so far. 
It is ghost of Beauty haunts me now 
And troubles with remembered -loveliness 
My dreams that walk the past, white as the brow 
That met the rapture of my first caress. 
The moon is veiled tonight; old splendors 
tenor 
Oh, where is Beauty but when you are by? 
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III 
Home is the little road that leads to you, 
A quiet path beneath the brooding stars, 
A refuge ever free of bolts and bars; 
A fringe of cloud with sunlight stealing 
through, 
The wistful towers of cities, seen through mist, 
The artless pageantry of hill and plain, 
The clear note of a robin in the rain, 
A memory of kisses we have kissed; 
Home is in all of these, and yet apart,— 
It is the aspiration unfulfilled, 
The song of hope refusing to be stilled, 
The haven of the unrequited heart, 
The Dream of dreams, that never quite 
came true,— 
Home is the heart of me that cries to you! 
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IV 


Sometimes I love you so there is no rest 
For this my love, nor any solitude 

And I grow bitter, feeling at my breast 
The worms of discontent, a sorry brood; 
World-weariness, remorse, satiety, 

All these invade me, knowing you are far; 
There is no silent place, nor sight of star 
Can quell the gnawing at the heart of me. 
Oh, what new trail across the piteous night 
May carry me to peace beyond the hill? 
No good can come of blind, insensate flight; 
From eve to eve your face invades me still 
And | cry out, dreaming that at your feet 

I hear the voice of death, and find it sweet. 
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V 


Oh, wait for me an hour. The spring is young 
And I am going but a little way; 

A dream possesses me, and | must stray 
Tonight. A word too beautiful for tongue 
Stirs in my heart. Oh, wait for me an hour, 
A day, a year, and count it not too long; 

Out of the silence I will bring you song 

Lyrical as the petals of a flower. 

And I will bring you tenderness and truth 

And high illusion for your spirit’s need, 

And I will bring you wonderment, whose seed 
Begat the flower of eternal youth. 

Oh, wait for me an hour. The spring is young 
And love’s a song we must not leave unsung! 
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Vi 


Now I am rich and blest beyond compare 
Where others are but poor, who have not known 
The rarest perfume breeze has ever blown, 
The scent of April drifting through your hair; 
And I am rich since God has let me see 
The wealth of you; all that your lips impart, 
All that your eyes betray, against your heart, 
All that your budding youth cries out to me. 
Gold cannot match your hair; nor would I take 
The minted wealth of kingdoms for the kiss 
Two willing lips bestowed for love’s own sake 
Tonight. Earth knows no wealth as great 
as this,— 
And IJ am rich, for sharing, as I do, 
The dream of dreams, dear heart, alone with 
you. 


Page Seventeen 


Vil 


Oh, let me kiss a while, but not too long 

And I will go the weary way I came, 

Bearing upon my lips a precious name, 

And in my heart the echo of a song; 

I who have mocked at lovers lost in June, 

Pitied their faltering accents and their sighs, 

I was a simpleton, and mocked too soon; 

Now I am willing slave to lips and eyes. 

Oh, let me dream one dream, and when I wake 

To meet the ghost of morning on the grass, 

Spare me your pity then. . and when I pass 

Guard well the passion flower for my sake. . 

. . . Love is a dream, you said, and well you . 
know; 

Give me your lips, and let me, let me go! 


Page Eighteen 


YeLEL 


Sometimes you say so little that I fear 

The thought unspoken and the word withheld; 
I cannot touch you, though you hover near. 

A thousand fears that I have never quelled 
Clutch at me, nameless, rob me of my peace 
Darkening with doubt my inmost thought 

Till I could cry aloud and beg them cease; 

If only you would speak, set them at naught! 
If you would but seek out some golden word 
Or phrase that should my ill-timed doubt dispel, 
My joy would upward soar like any bird, 
Singing that all in love’s domain is well. 

But you are silent, and in sudden dread 

I see love stalk alone among the dead. 


Page Ninteen 


A FRIEND 


I knew him well; we fenced at many a bout 
As boys; jested, as you and I do now. 

He was my friend before, till fame reached out 
And laid the wreath of laurel on his brow. 


And now he walks in kingly paths, and seeks 
Only such friends as kings desire to own; 
Now, with his head held high, he boldly speaks 
Of visions. But he walks no,more alone. 


The friends that gather at the beck of fame 
Feed on the glamour of his brief renown. 
Among this crowd I found him, spoke his name 
And sought to add a jewel to his crown 


With word well-turned. Though my intent 
was fair, 

Between us two the message went astray.— 

His answer strangely smote the empty air; 

Somehow there was so little left to say. 


He does not mean, I fancy, to forget; 

A wound is quite the last thing he’d intend. 
The cunning world but trapped him in her net 
Of shining fame. . . and I have lost a friend. 
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BEYOND THE DOOR 


Oh, she that I have never kissed is nigh; 
Beyond the door she waits, with jonquils 
in her hair, 
With smiling lips that never yet have felt my 
kiss. 
Let me away, that I may meet and crush 
her smile; 
Against her parted lips my flaming words 
shall leap 
And hotly will I press her unretreating hands 
And mould her mood to yielding. Ah, 
beyond the door! 
Richness of yielding, sudden recompense. 
A moment, then, of swift, insatiable delight 
Of plucking at stars, torturing slow time 
On some far, heavenly height from which 
the gaze looks down 
As through a cloud, across a world of 
swimming suns. . 
What tender and ineffable delight is mine! 
Let me hear her, that I may give and richly take, 
Let me beyond the door where Ecstasy awaits 
And Victory, and Defeat,— for She is near! 
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UNTIL A WIND 


I thought she had forgotten him 

Until a wind at evening came, 

Sudden as the dusk that follows, 

Blew wide the door and spoke his name. 


Breathed a word, while she who waited 
Hand on heart, grew still as death; 

She I dreamed was safe forgetting 

Till a wind in a moment’s breath 


Blew a door wide, called insistent. . 
One who stood like carven stone 
Tottered, trembling, into darkness, 
Left another bowed, alone. 
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MYSTERY 


With restless eyes and plaintive air 
Love went wandering God knows where. 
Love went down the road a space, 

Love. . and no one saw his face. 


No one knew his heart was sad, 
Love is such a quiet lad; 

Till they heard his parting cry, 
No one knew that Love could die. 


Love was young. . . and none could guess 
He had tasted loneliness; 

Yet somewhere I heard it told 

In a whisper. . Love is old. 


Older than the thoughts of men, 
Old as life, and twice again, 

Weary, too, of earth and sky; 

Love went crying. . was that why? 
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LAPSE 


This and that, men say of love; 
Only this I know,— 

Love is like a tale I heard 
Long and long ago. 


Like a story I forgot 

When the world was young 
Or the echo of a song 

Now no longer sung. 


Little do I know of love 
Even to remember 

If in June he softly comes 
Or in grey December. 


If at peep of dawn he steals 
Through the quiet dell 

Or at early dusk, alone, 

I can never tell. 


[ have heard men blessing love, 
Calling him divine. 

Some I know have said. . But that’s 
No affair of mine. 


I have heard men curse at love, 
Praying to forget. . 

Could I but remember where 
Love and I have met! 
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RETREAT 


In the hush of the darkened room 
I give myself wholly to grief, 
Utterly yield to my sorrow, 

Alone as I am in the gloom, , 
In the dark of the pitiful chamber 
With silence for sentinel lone, 

I give of myself without respite, 
Yield to abandon of tears. 


You would have come to the doorway, 
You, had you known, would have lingered 
Charmed with the music of weeping, 
Lured by this perfume of song; 

You might have come to regard me 
Straining your eyes into darkness, 
Listened, and maybe in silence 
Turned, and departed unshaken; 

You with no message to utter, 

No word for grief to remember, 

You to whom weeping is music, 

You for whom grief is a song. 
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And I, in the hush that is Darkness, 
Utterly yield to my sorrow, 

Beggar myself, in the gloom, 

Of joy, of the semblance of pleasure, 
To lie in abandon of grief 

Clinging, as one to a lover, 

To Mourning, whose comfort is ashes, 
To Sorrow, whose kisses are tears. 
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THE SECRET 


Love sang loud but yesterday 
Through the willow trees; 
Love was happy, love was gay 
With his melodies. 


Love sang loud the evening long 
Through the asphodel 

Till the ripple of his song 
Echoed like a bell. 


Love sang well. . and no one knows 
(Worlds were fast asleep, ) 

In the dark, beside the rose 

I heard Love weep! 
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PILGRIMAGE 


Burden me not with Beauty 
Lest I rue the load; 

Mine is a weary way 

On a weary road. 


Mine is a climbing way 
Where the trail is steep. 
I must seek the high place 
Ere I sleep: 


I must reach the peak 
Though the way be far; 

A cloud would crush me back 
Or a falling star. 


Loveliness has bent my back, 
Silvered my hair; 

Burden me not with Beauty 
Who have known Despair! 
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I WALK ALONE 


Wise men say one thing, 
Fools another; 

I am as one 

Who had no mother 


To tell me truths 
From plain men hidden; 


I am as one 
Who came unbidden 


To life’s repast 
And go as surely 

As those who fare 
Like me, but poorly. 


Wise men say few things, 
Fools cry many,— 

I walk alone 

And speak not any. 
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DECEMBER’S ROSE 


December’s rose, 

Ah, coldest flower 
With winter snows 
For chilly bower; 


December’s blast 
Your stern caress 
Who were conceived 
In loneliness 


And flowering, saw 
A little day 

Of snow and wind 
And went away. 


Rose of the wind, 

Of winter’s breath, 
December’s rose, 
White flower of death! 
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APRIL SONG 


Oh, do not close your heart against the spring, 

You have tasted winter’s wild caress 

And quivered at her icy loveliness, 

Oh, do not grudge the gaily lifted wing 

Of April’s swallow, far against the blue; 

A hundred hearts lift to his eager flight 

And follow far. And where but yesternight 

Was barren soil, the buds are bursting through. 

Loveliness still, whate’er the season’s flow, 

Weaves over hill and plain her sorceries; 

Come out while zephyrs murmur through the 
trees, 

While yet the early rose is white as snow. 

Winter’s away, and hearts must have their 
fling,— 

-Oh, do not close your heart against the spring! 
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RECOLLECTION 


Remembered beauty grips the heart 
When time and place are one 

With all delight; one with the flight 
Of every setting sun. 


Remembered beauty lights the eye 
That sees again the glow 

Of tender youth . . and touches truth 
And love it used to know. 


By day and night the Dream persists 
Till we remain to bless 

Who feel our hearts grow brighter for 
Remembered loveliness! 
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MINISTRY 


Those barren lives which beauty touches not 
And joy may seldom reach, are the unblest, 
The pitiful, whom loveliness has left 

All desolate, devoid of sheltering grace; 
Like barren roots that whither in the sun 
And curl to dust, these lives would rot away 
In emptiness, the suicides of scorn 

But for the hand outstretched, the pitying eye, 
The benediction of a tender word, 

The blessing of a smile, an eager glance 
Exchanged, and living made the lovelier 
For small communion, simple, unafraid; 
These are the lives that, leaning on our own, 
Cry out for ministry of hand and heart. 
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A BURDEN SHARED 


‘How can I live, now that he is gone?” 
Stricken, you said, 

And I who knew and pitied your bowed head, 
Watched you live on. 


Watched you plod bravely through a mist of 
tears 


Day upon day, 
Pitied you struggling on the toilsome way 
Beset with fears. 


“How can I live?” The answer I implied. 
Welcomed the task; 

From life’s grim face I strove to tear the mask 
Of pain aside. 


Until you rallied, and hope brighter grew 
Each passing hour; 

Transfigured now, you bloomed a very flower 
Of radiant hue. 


Came soon a day when I must journey far. 

The news I told 

And marvelled that your hand in mine 
grew cold.— 

As at some star 


You looked at me with eyes strangely aglow 7 
“Ah, lover, nay! 
You bade me live, and now you steal away—” 
How could I go? 
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PAOLO PLAYS 


“None of your kiln-dried instruments for me, 
The sort they’ve learned to fashion nowadays. 
A wood that’s chosen from the best that grows 
And left for days to soak with sun and air 
Until it’s mellowed; that’s the wood, say I, © 
To build a good piano, and no other.” 
So Paolo would speak, and sit him down 
At his beloved instrument, and draw 
With sweeping fingers melody alive 
And throbbing. Talk would cease, 

and each of us 
Sit slouched within our chairs with bated breath 
Lest some faint chord escape, some tiny part 
Of that veiled magic steal and pass us by 
And we be none the wiser, for not holding 
In memory through scarred and sunless days 
The full, unblemished wonder of that hour. 
No wood alone, though soaked with sun and air 
Gives rapture forth unaided. Paolo 
Alone, the rhythm of the universe 
Impelling him, could lift us up on high 
So, with a chord or two, and leave us taut 
And breathless, finding heaven drawn so near. 
An artist, truly, Paolo, who played. 
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TOTAL PAINTS TT 


You touched the keys to something more 

than tone 
And wakened slumbering music in us all 
Who raptly listened in the quiet hall 
And marvelled at the miracle, full blown. 
Some strength you gave us, wholly not your own 
But drawn from out the void; and at the sound 
Our bent souls straightened, and our eyes 

that found 
Horizons wider than they yet had known, 
Grew clear and keen.— A simple majesty 
Enveloped your bowed head, your passive face, 
A kingliness that knew nor time nor place 
But fashioned music for eternity. . . 


Your hands relaxed, the music died away, 
And we who groped for words, 
found none to say. 
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IN THE GARDEN 


I went into the garden when the grasses 
were astir 

- And the little flowers nodded in the breeze; 

I wandered in the garden when the 
frankincense and myrrh 

Of the morning faintly drifted through 
ine. trees, 


There is glory in a garden, there is tenderness 
and truth 

And wonderment, whose wings are tipped 
with flame; 

For the music of the garden is the melody 
of youth 

Crying wistfully an oft-repeated name. 


I lingered in the garden when dawn lay 
like a sword 

Across the drowsing firmament of men. 

I strolled within the garden, and I fancied 
that the Lord 

On days like these might walk the earth again. 


On days like this, when loveliness still sits 
among the leaves 

And in the shadows exaltation waits; 

The heart that longest doubted is the heart 
that now believes, 

The stranger is the king within our gates. 
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I went into the garden when the grasses 
were astir 
And the leafy arms of trees inclined to pray; 
I wandered in the silence and I dreamed 
a dream of Her 
And my heart rose up in rapture of the May. 


My heart arose in ecstasy, recalling old delight, 

My spirit leapt to loveliness, reborn, 

As if an angel found me and washed my 
garment white 

In the garden, in the glory of the morn! 
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YOU WHO, DREAD THE DAWN 


The singing dusk is on us while we dream 
Of smiling suns, and subtly we are drawn 
From visions of adventuring with dawn 
Into a world of shade and purpling stream 
Where lamps that far outshine the 

daylight’s gleam 
Beckon from far. . Her ageless tapestry 
Night prodigally spreads for all to see. 
Pan pipes from far the loved, familiar theme 
And we are lost in music, in a maze 
Of melody that blurs the homeward track, 
That, though we take our soulless bodies back, 
Shall never quite forsake us all our days. 
O you who dread the dawn, much more beware 
The singing dusk on twilight’s sable stair. 
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SONNET 


Lean close to life. Behold it in its grime 
And glory. Learn to love the rock-ribbed hills, 
The canyons cool where dawn her glory spills 
Across a waking world. Before you climb 
High in the clouds to dwell, walk for a year 
Or two the cobbled pavements of the town 
Where strong men buy and sell, laugh, 

curse and clown 
And catch at pleasure. Grow to love the clear, 
Cool sound of women’s laughter, and the strong 
Handclasp of men who too have walked 
with life 
On rugged ways, and wresting peace from strife 
Now turn serenely homeward with a song. 
Lean close, I say. Draw over life no pall 
Of loathing. Learn to love it, scars and all. 
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OBLIVION 


They lay and kissed when time was young 
On a Helvetian hill, 

Made tryst in some Forgotten tongue 

Nor ever dreamed of ill. 


They lay and clasped, and were one flesh. . 
But thrones wavered and fell 

And sudden these who had known heaven 
Wandered the ways of hell, 


Dark, comfortless. Now, strangely each 
Is silent grown, and knows 

Naught of the ancient ecstasy 

When love talked with the rose. 
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YOUTH GROWS UP 


When youth loves, the rest is naught, 
Age or anguish, blight or death; 
When youth loves, the world is taut 
For a moment’s breath. 


When youth laughs, the merry sound 
Ripples to the clouds above, 

Echoing for miles around; 

Youth’s in love. 


On a day when hope is crushed 
Age, advised, his cousel keeps; 
Oh, a pitying world is hushed 
When youth weeps! 
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CLAUDIA’S SONG 


He is gone down the road 
In the bright spring rain; 
Heart, O my heart, 

Shall we see him again? 


Shall we hear his step 

In the cadence we know, 

He who has gone 

Where the fickle winds blow? 


What avail promises 
Beating at my ears 
Now that he has gone 
Past reach of tears? 


Now that he has strode on 
And shut the last door, 
Whisper, my heart; 

Shall we ever see him more? 


Now an empty hearth 
Is dusted and swept, 
What now are promises 
Broken or kept? 


Yesterday he smiled 
And waved a light hand. 
Last night we kissed, 
Forgot we had planned 
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Never any parting, 
Even for a day. 

Cruel, cruel winds 
To bear him away! 


Nearer the moon now 
And the farthest star 

Than one the fickle winds 
Have borne so far. 


How can I sing 

Any song save pain 

Now that he is gone 

With the bright spring rain? 
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THE BEAUTY TREE 


On a night of ecstasy 

Colin shook the Beauty Tree, 
Shook the boughs of loveliness 
Tul in rare, undreamed-of dress 
Maidens tumbled far and wide, 
Dreamy maids and starry-eyed, 
Maids whose laughter as they fell 
Tinkled like a silver bell 

To the echo loud and long 
Blent as one with Colin’s song. 
One was fine and one was fair, 
One was made for man’s despair; 
Loveliness in every face, 

In each body subtle grace, 

Till with loveliness surrounded, 
Happy Colin grew confounded. 


In a circle then they tripped, 
Pirouetted, bent and dipped, 
Leaped and laughed, and gaily sang 
Till the very woodland rang. 

Colin on his bended knee 

Lingered by the Wonder Tree, 

Till each took him to her breast, 
Each to his her two lips pressed 
With such fairy sweetness laden 
Colin yearned to every maiden.— 
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Yearned in rapture, swooning nearly 
Whom the maidens loved so dearly. 
And the last, with slow, sweet song 
Held him close and kissed him long 
Till a mist of strangest sheen 

Stole, him and the moon between. . 


Fairy footprints, elfin laughter 
Leave no trace the morning after; 
Even maiden kisses sweet 

Are as moonlit madness fleet. 
Would I had been Colin waking 
To a dream of fairy making; 

Oh, to have been there to see 
Colin shake the Beauty Tree! 


Page Forty-six 


A RECLUSE 


He never laughed 
And seldom smiled ; 
He had the look 
Of any child 


Who stares at spring 
And gently wonders 

Why leaves are green 
_And why it thunders; 


Why many a cloud 
Is soft and white 
And why the moon 
Wanders at night. 


He seldom smiled 
And never laughed. 
Some folks I know 
Have called him daft; 


But I know better.— 
Once I caught 
Him unaware 
And read his thought 


And swift I found 
Him keener far 
Than most of us 
Poor mortals are. 
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His heart had found 
A melody 

He could not voice 
Nor sing for me. 


A thing his tongue 
Could never phrase,— 
I only read it 

In his gaze 


And went my way 
With something new 
To brood upon.— 
Only to you 


I give my word 
I was beguiled. 
He had the look 
Of any child 


And only I 

Who found him there 
With glint of star-dust 
In his hair—— 


I, only I 

Who trapped him, knew 
He had dreams hid 
From me and you! 
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SALLY GROVER 


Laugh at a wise man, kiss a fool, 

Run with any rover 

From here to valley’s end and back,— 
That was Sally Grover. 


Never the devil piped a tune 
To lead a soul astray 

But laughing Sally heard the call 
And danced till breaking day. 


When moonbeams fled along the path 
That ran among the clover, 

Chances were some mother’s son 

Was out with Sally Grover. 


Laugh at a wise man, kiss a fool; 
There was the parson’s son 

Took her away on his father’s mare. 
What is done, is done. 


Seven months, and we nigh forgot 
Mad Sally, with her whim; 
Seven months, and she came again 
But never a sign of him. 


A lusty brat she mothers now 

Full seven pounds, and over; 

But never a wedding ring wears she,— 
Poor Sally Grover! 
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